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which we had put off, where rising from the level
to the summit of the hill magnificently shone the
frontage of the palace. Now at last I saw all
Udaipur, the city of the lake, in its peerless
beauty—a flood of luminous marble cataracting
down between the towers in cascades of white
masonry high a hundred yards and more, leaping
across the terraces and hanging gardens, and
plunging sheer into the lake in a white spume
of broken lights.
I refused to visit the other islands, for these Indian
Hesperides, so charming from afar, are hideous at
close quarters. Only the view from them is admir-
able. As the heat grew fiercer my boatmen rowed
ever more languidly along the lake, skirting the pale
mirage of Udaipur. The city left behind, they
turned inshore at the edge of a parched, deserted
strip of jungle where by some miracle of foresight
our tonga was awaiting us.
We took a road between a rugged hillside and the
placid lake. Suddenly the lake came to an end and
we were in the domain of the wild boars. Mangy,
undersized little brutes, black but uncomely and no
more impressive than farmyard pigs, they flocked
forth from the jungle, boldly jostled us and took
cover in a thicket just in front only to sally forth
again a moment later from a bush behind. Another
herd, perhaps—but I could have sworn they were
the same. This was the hour, as they knew well,
when their keeper, posted on the summit of a tower,
would summon them to their evening meal and
launch their provender by sackfuls. I was quite
aware that these wretched boars were dying of star-
vation in the arid jungle and the Maharaja of Udai-
pur "(like most maharajas) feeds them out of charity
—quite prepared to kill them when the pig-sticking

